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Allen  a-Dak. 


ALLEN  A-Dale  has  no  faggot  for  burning, 
Allen  A-Dale  has  no  furrow  for  turning. 
Alien  A-Dale  has  no  fleece  for  the  fpinning, 
Allan  A-Dale  has  red  gold  for  the  winning  ; 
Come  read  me  my  riddie,  come  hearken  my  tale. 
And  tell  me  the  craft  of  bold  Allen  A-D;ile. 

The  Baron  of  Ravenfv/orth  prances  in  pride; 
And  he  views  his  domains  upon  Arkindale  fide  ; 
The  mere  for  his  net,  and  the  land  for  hi^  game, 
The  chase  for  the  wild,  and  the  park  for  the  tame 
Yet  the  hfh  of  the  lake,  and  the  deer  of  the  vale. 
Are  lefs  to  Lord  Dacre  than  Allen  A-Dale. 

Allen  A-Dale  was  ne^er  belted  a  knight, 

Tho'  liis  fpear  be  as  fharp  and  his  blade  be  as  brig 

Allen  A-Dale  is  no  baron  or  lord. 

Yet  twenty  tall  yeomen  will  draw  at  his  word  ; 

And  the  best  of  our  riobles  bis  bonnet  will  vail, 

V/ho  at  Rere  Crofs  on  Stanmore  meets  Allen  A-E 

Allen  A-Dale  to  his  wooing  is  come  ; 
The  mother  fbe  afk'd  of  his  house  and  b  is  home ; 
^*Tho*  the  cafiJe  of  Richmond  frauds  far  on  the  1 
My  hall,''  quoth  bold  Allen,  "Hands  gallantei  fti 
*Tis  the  blue  vault  of  heav'n,  with  its  crecent  fo  t 
And  with  all  its  bright  fpangles     laid  Allen  A-I 

The  father  v/as  (leel,  and  the  mother  was  ftone;  ' 
Thiry  lifted  ihe-iatch  and  they  bade  him  begone  j 
BiU  ioud  on  the  morrow  the  wail  and  the  ciy  ! 
He  had  latigh'd  on  tlie  lafs  with  his  bonny  black 
And  (he  fled  to  the  ioiefl  to  hear  a  love  lale, 
And  the  youth  it  was  toid  bv  was  Allen  A 'Dale  I 
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Paddy  Carey. 

r WAS  at  the  tovv-n  of  nate  Clogheen 
That  ferjent  Snap  met  PaJdy  Carey, 
1l  claner  boy  was  never  feen, 

Brilk  as  a  bee,  light  as  a  faiij'y. 
lis  brawny  flioulders,  four  feet  fquare^ 

His  cheeks  like  thumping  red  potatoes, 
lis  legs  would  make  a  chairman  ftare ; 
And  Pat  was  lov'd  by  all  the  ladies, 
Old  and  young,  grave  and  fad. 
Deaf  and  dumb,  dull  or  mad, 
^Taddling,  twaddling,  limping,  fquinting. 

Light,  brilk,  and  airy, 
dl  the  fweet  faces,  at  Limerick  races, 
rom  Mulinavat  to  Maghera  felt, 
kt  Paddy's  beautiful  name  would  melt 
he  fowls  would  cry,  and  look  fo  fliy, 
>gh,  Cufhlamachree  !  did  you  never  fee 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  joy. 
The  ladies'  toy,  the  widow's  joy, 
Jimble  footed,  black  ey'd,  rofey  cheekM. 
I         Curly  headed  Paddy  Carey  ? 

O  fweet  Paddy  !  beautiful  Paddy  ! 
Jate  little,  tight  little  Paddy  Carey  I 
lis  heart  was  made  of  Irifli  oak, 

Yet  foft  as  ftr^ams  from  fweet  Killarney; 
Jis  tongue  was  tipt  with  a  bit  o'  the  brogue, 
!  But  the  devil  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney. 
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Now  ferjeant  Snap,  fo  fly  and  keen, 
While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legg'd  Mary, 
A  (hilling  flipt  fo  neat  and  clean,  '  ' 
By  the  powers,  he  lifted  Paddy  Catey  ! 
Tight  and  found,  ftrpng  and  light. 
Cheeks,  fo  round,  eyes  fo  bright, 
Whiftling,  humming,  drinking,  drumming, 
T%ht,  light,  and^  airy. 

All  the  fvveet  faces,  &c. 

The  fowls  wept  loud,  the  crowd  was  greats 
When  waddling  forth  came  widow 
Leary; 

Tho'  {he  was  crippled  in  her  gait. 

Her  brawny  arms  clafp*d  Paddy  Carey. 
Ogh  Pat !  flie  cry'd,  go  buy  the  fiiig. 

Here's  cafti  galore,  my  darling  honey  ;  . 
Says  Pat,  you  fowl,  PU  do  that  thing. 
And  clapt  hjs  thumb  upon  her— money  1 
Gimblet  eye,  faufage  uofe, 
Pat  fo  fly,  ogle  throws. 
Leering,  tittering,  jeering,  frittering. 
Sweet  XVidow  Leary. 
AH  the  fweet  faces,  &c. 

When  Pat  had  thus  his  forti4ne  iiiade,  ;j| 
He  preft'd  the  lips  of  Miftrefs  Le^ry  ;  V 

And  mounting  (Iraight  a  large  cQcliade, 
Tn  captain's  boots  ftruts  Paddy  Carey. 
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Me,  gratefuU  prais'cl  her  fiiape,  her  back, 
J     To  others  like  a  drdaiedary  ; 
Her  eyes  that  feem'd  their  ftrings  to  crack. 
Were  Cupid's  darts  to  Captain  Carey  ! 
Neat  and  fweet,  no  alloy, 
All  com  pleat ,  love  and  j  oy , 
Ranting,  roaririg,  Mt  adoring. 
Dear  Widow  Leary. 
All  the  Iweet  faces  at  Limerick  races. 
From  Mulinav'at  to  Maghera  felt, 
]  At  Paddy's  promodon  figh  and  melt. 
The  fowls  all  cry,  as  the  Groom  ftruts  by, 
Ogh,  CufWamagree-J  Jhdu^^^  loa  to  me,  ^ 
The  jolly  boy,'  the  darling  boy, 
The  ladies'  to^V  the  widows' ijoy. 
Long  fword  grrted,  nate  Ihort  Ikirted, 
Head  cropt,  whilker  chopped 
Captain  Gar^  ! 
O  fweet  Faddy  !  bea-utiful Paddy  ! 
White  feat>ier'd,  boot  leather'd 
Paddy  Ca%1 

MA  chere  atni^e:Lin|r  charming  fair  ! 
\%bsQ^^  smiaies'can  ban^dj^y'ry  care  j 
In  kind  compaffion  imile  on  me, 
Whofe.only.  care  is  IdVe  for  thee, 
i  J    j  ^  ]y[3;  chere  an^ie!  &t. 


Ui J  der  fw.ee  I  { rien  d fh i  pf s  :f«ici;e^ 

My  boicKB  ci^ijgiii  the  tendcy;^  flAihe  : 
Let  tii^jfiihip^  tixy  )^pi(ii)!|.b€^^  ^'^ 

Converted; mto  love  for  ni^^^^  % 
Ma  cKere  amie, ! . &c.  . 
Together  reard,  tpg^her  gr§jW|i, 

O!  let  u3.iiQw\'umtie  in  pae  !  ' 
Let  pity  fofteu  thy  decree  1  . 

I  droop,  dear  maid  !  I  die  for  tlieeJ 
Ma  cher^  an>i^ !  &c. 

WmiamTdh 

WUEN  \VilliaTn Yell  wjas  dootjriM  to  die, 
Or  hit  the  mark  upon  W«^'lnfani^s  heads 
The  figiuil'  coJIM,  the  ht)ur  was  fiigii> 

And  soldiers  march'd  Vvi^h  grief  aind  dread. 
And  nQv\^  each  valiant  iSwifs  his  grief  pai  takes, 
For  tliey  fig^ 
And  wildly  cr}', 
Poor  William  Tell,  once  K^ro^  of  4h^^  Lakes  \ 
At  length  was  he^d  the  imifil'd  4t\\ml 
And  ftraight  the  {pointed  arrow  flies, 
The  tremMing  Boy  expects  his  clo^on?» 

And  ail  ikriek  out,  He  dies  !  he  dries  ! 
When,  haik  !  the  lofty  trumpet  founds, 

The  mark  is  hit  I  my  child  isiifiiee  I 
Into  his  Father's  arn^s  hf  bo^nds^ 
I nipi r'd  by  love  and  fiber 
And  i^oW  each  vialiant  Swifs  his  joy  jpatiakes, 
For  mountains  ring, 
Whiift  they  fing,  .  ^ 

Long  live  W  iliiam  Tell,  the  Hero  of  the  Lakes  i 


01)  'the  Ivhmeni  was  fad. 

0  H  the  momeut  was  fad  when  my  love  and  I 

,  -  p^it^dy 

Savoutna  Di  lift,  Shi^agh,  Oh  ! 
As  I  kifsM  ofF  her  tears^  I  was  nigh  broken-hearted^ 

Savoiirna  Delifh,  Shinagh>  Oh  ! 
Wan  was  her  cheek,  which  hung  on  my  flioulder. 
Damp  was  henhand^  no  marbk  was  colder,  - 

1  felt  that  I  never  again  Ihpuld  behold  her, 

Savourha  Deliili,  Shinagh,  Gh  1 

When  the  word  of  command  put  our  men  into  mo- 
tion, 

Savourr*a  Delifii^  Shlnaglv  Oh  ! 
I  buckled  oh  my  knapfaCk  to  crofs  the  wide  ocean, 

Savomna  Deli(h,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 
Brilt  were  our  trodps,  all  roaring  like  thunder, 
Pleas^d  with  the  yojaje,  impatient  for  plunder, 
My  bofom         gti'^et  was  aimo ft  torn  aiunder, 

Savourna  Delifii,  Shinagh,  Oh  !. 

T-ong  I  fought  for  rhy  country,  far  from  my  true* 
love, 

Savourna  Deliihj  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 
All  my  pay  and  my  booty  i  hoarded  for  you,  love^ 

Savourna  Deliibj  Shinagh,  Oh  1 
Peace  being  proclaan'd,  I  leturn'd  from  the  flaugh- 
ter, 

Landed  at  home — vy)'  fweet  girl,  I  fought  her, 
But  fonow,  aliaj-. !  lo  the  cold  grave  had  broughc  hcr^ 
Savcuuia  Delifn,  Shipa^h,  Oh  I 
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The  Cottage  on  the  Moor* 

MY  mam  is  no  more,  and  my  dad  in  liis  ^ray€ 
Little  orphans  are  fifters  and  I,  Tadly  pQdr. 
Indultry  our  wealth,  and  no  dwelling  we  have, 
But  yon  neat  little  cottage,  that  ilands 'on  th 

moor. 


i^he  l  u  k's  early  fong  does  to  labour  i si vite  ; 

Contented  we  juft  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door  ; 
And  Phoebus,  retiring,  tript  hbmeju^ith  delight, 

To  oar  neat  little  cottage,  that  ftands  on  the  mooi 
YorA  neat  little  cottage,  &c. 


Qur  mentis  are.  but  homely,  rnjrth  rweetens,  our  chpcfj 
Affection's  our  inmate, ^  the  giie^|  we  adore, 

And  heart-eafe  and  heahivmiike  A^jpSace  appear  . 
Of  our  neat  little  cottage  tli^t' (I^^kIs  oh  \hc  ihodr 
Yon  neat  little  (^t^^ag,e.,,&c. 


FJNIS^ 


